DanganWonka: Celestia and the Blueberry Bet

Riding on a glorious high, Junko continued to lead her little tour group further into the depths of the factory. Her mind raced with near endless possibilities on where they could go or who would be the next to fall. Practically skipping along, nothing was going to bring down her stellar mood. 

“HOLD IT!” Junko skidded to a halt. A look of malice filled her eyes yet her smile never faded. Her heart fluttered with excitement as she realized it was Celestia that spoke up, standing in the back of the group with a fury in her eyes. 

“Is something wrong Ms. Goth Lolita? Do you need to use the bathroom?”

Celestia’s rage strengthened as she barked at their hostess yet again. “You humiliate and imprison Chihiro and you expect us to follow you along? You must think we’re all idiots here.” 

“Well, not all of you…” Junko giggled, giving Akane a furtive glance. She giggled in her trademark fashion while approaching the loud, angry girl. “Still, you do know what I can do to you at any given moment. Right? I think there’s room for one more next to Asahina back in the classroom.” She mimicked the swimmer’s plight by puffing out her own stomach. Celestia didn’t take kindly to it. 

“I’ll be damned if I let some Pied Piper lead me to my death.”

Hajime tried to intervene, hoping to pull Celestia to her senses. “Are you crazy? We can’t attack when we’re still in her clutches. You know full well what she’s capable of.”

“Yeah drill head! You could end up a big fluffy marshmallow chick!” Celestia growled at Hiyoko’s comments, not noticing Junko jotting it down on a notepad. “Though bucking up against Junko could be fun.”

“Yeah…Celeste, you’re honestly better letting it go for now…” Makoto said, wincing some at his words. Scenes from Chihiro’s torment mixed with Asahina’s pitiful moans for help were constantly looping in his head. “I don’t want to lose anyone else.”

“You best listen to your friends. You don’t want to lose your head, now do you princess?” Junko mocked, sneering at Celestia’s fury. Clinging to the despair she caused others, she waited for the chance to punish this erratic gambler for speaking out of turn. Joy turned into confusion though as Celestia’s scowl vanished, letting out a pleasant little giggle. “What exactly is so funny?”

“I want to place a bet. I’ll wager our freedom.” All at once, the voices of those in the group shouted up, each with their own reasons on why this plan wouldn’t work. From Hiyoko’s shrill, childish tantrum to Hajime’s attempts to reason with the dedicated gambler, all their words pierced Celestia’s ears as she barked. “WILL YOU ALL SHUT UP?!” 

Junko seemed unfazed by Celestia’s proposition. If anything, she took actual time to consider the parameters of a bet. Mulling it over again and again in her demented head, her trademark vindictive smile came back. “Alright. Hell, if you win, I’ll throw in the entire factory!”

“Humpf. As if I’d have a use for this bizarre death trap you call ‘a factory’.” Celestia laughed at the thought of being the one in charge there. “I guess I can use it for parties. If I lose, you can do with me as you wish.”

That was all Junko needed as she whistled for a Monokuma, one seemingly appearing out of nowhere as she bent down to give it instructions. “I need you to get the lounge ready for Plan BBRR. On the double!” It gave a little laugh, nodding, before disappearing as quickly as it came. Junko turned to the group, her chipper perky smile back on her face. “If you’ll follow me, I’ll be happy to show you the way.” A palpable excitement filled the air as Junko strode along, her cheerful aura returning. 

“Celeste, a word?” Makoto yanked Celestia to the back end of the group while avoiding Junko’s sadistic glare. “You really want to throw your life away on a measly bet?” He asked while keeping his eyes forward, hoping that their crazed hostess didn’t hear them. 

“Makoto, I appreciate your concern, but if I’m going out I’d rather do it on my own terms.” Confidence filled her eyes as worry was the last thing on her mind. Celestia knew what had to be done. Just as Makoto opened his mouth again, she put her metal finger to his lips. “Honestly, I’ll be fine. I’m not going to let her beat me. Sometimes you have to take the risk.” He knew that there was no way he could convince her to back down at this point. Sighing, Makoto had to have faith that she’d be able to beat Junko at her own game. 

Several more minutes passed as the halls seemingly twisted over on themselves before they reached a lavish door. Pushing it open, Junko gestured for them to enter as they all stood in her private lounge. Compared to everything else the dwindling group had seen on this hellacious tour, this felt the closest to normal they’d get to. 

A warm, cocoa brown covered the carpet and walls invited them in. It gave off a gentle comforting vibe as they spread throughout the room, looking at various paintings or inspecting knick-knacks resting on scattered shelves. Celestia snickered some, looking almost pleased with this relaxing lounge. 

“You know, I take back what I said. I could easily see this as my new parlor.” She scoffed, sitting down in one of the plush armchairs while doing her best not to sink in. Resting on the coffee table before her was an over-sized spinner that one would see in a children’s game. Broken into six massive sections, each portion held a single strip of gum on it. 

“Alright everyone, gather around for a showdown unlike any other!” Junko announced, plopping down opposite of Celestia. Even if she was in a game of chance with a guest, Junko wasn’t willing to give up the theatrics. “This is a fun game I’ve tested and perfected that I like to call Blueberry Russian Roulette.”

“Aww, did you leave your revolver at home?” Celestia sneered. Makoto stopped himself from trying to correct her. 

Junko wasn’t bothered in the slightest as she continued on with her introduction. “Since cleaning up grey matter is such an exhausting chore, I’ve elected to use pieces of gum in its place. One by one, we’ll pick a strip and chew it.”

“And whoever gets blueberry loses?”

“Mhhmm. Not only that but there’s a special punishment game that goes with the fated blue strip!” Junko giggled. “This is going to be fun. I assumed I wouldn’t need this until later. But later is such a long time away."

“How do I know you’re going to play fair?” Celestia asked. “For all I know, if I go first, they could all be blueberry.”

“As much as I’d love to trick you, I think an even match is more entertaining. Besides, I’ll ask one of our audience members to give the wheel a spin.”

Without waiting, Akane shot her hand up. “Oh! Pick me! Pick me!” Junko nodded as Akane stood by the table, cocking the spinner back before giving it a hard push. The whirring of the wheel filled the air, a shrill shriek that caused the others to cover their ears. Only Celestia and Junko were unfazed, eyes deadlocked with one another. 

After a full minute, the spinning began to die down as the two looked surveyed their game field. Six, innocent pieces of gum sat there, waiting for the girls to chew them up. Junko sneered as she looked up. “I’ll let you have the first shot.”

Celestia said nothing, eyes darting back and forth on which piece to select. With a one-in-six chance of choosing wrong, the odds were in her favor for the time being. Snatching the closest one to her and popping it in her mouth, Celestia proudly chomped down on the stick as the group waited on edge to see what flavor it was. “Cherry!” She mocked while sticking her tongue out. She waited for Junko to make her choice as she spat out her own wad. 

Junko’s odds were good as her hand hovered over different pieces of gum. Although she had a small margin of error, she seemed almost eager to press her luck, barely holding back a smile as she finally chose her stick. “There’s no earthly way of knowing…If this piece of gum will start my growing.” Junko mused in a sing-song fashion, further perplexing those around her. A pitiful gasp came from her lips as she looked almost disappointed that the stick was “Just cinnamon.” before spitting it on the table. 

“You’re a weird one you know that.” Celestia muttered as she went back to making her choice albeit with more caution. “You're awfully eager to lose despite everything that's on the line."

Junko nodded, trying to hold back her snickering. “I suppose that’s true. But I think it has something to do with the idea of ultimate despair.”

“Come again?” Celestia asked as she finally picked a piece. To her relief, it was some tropical fruit medley with no hint of blueberry.

“There’s something amazing being in this position!” Junko stood up, arms open as she began to gush. “I have everything to lose and only one small thing to gain. Even in a game where I know the rules and could easily rig it, I’m experiencing a level of excitement and dread I couldn’t get anywhere else.” Without a second thought, she swiftly sunk her fangs into the next piece. “The anticipation is unbearable I hope it lasts!” Junko’s passionate speech was done as her mood went from jubilation to disappointment in a heartbeat. “Eww…Mint gum. Makes me feel I’m at the dentist.”

Makoto stood there stunned by the spectacle. His heart raced as he watched Celestia go back to her decision, choosing to ignore Junko’s mini-sermon about misery. She had a 50-50 chance of winning although he knew from experience that sometimes her luck struck out. Holding on to his hope was the only thing he could do for Celestia as the proud gambler once again scoffed at the top-hatted host. 

Celestia didn’t hesitate on her final choice, ignoring the diminishing odds. “I got one more shot to win this game, tee-hee.” Popping the gum in her mouth, she began to proudly boast. “You know, if you weren’t as insane as you are, you’d be quite the rival.” She failed to notice the tart sweetness of the strip in her mouth. 

“Is that so?” Junko asked, cocking her head to the side, entranced by Celestia’s loud chewing. “You may want to take a breath though. You’re practically turning blue.”

“Oh, you’re sooo funny.” Celestia paid no mind to Junko’s word or the flavor rolling down her throat, unaware that she continuously chewed. “But with victory in my hands, I’ll take back our freedom and the dignity you were going to strip from us.” Changes started to wash over her body as Celestia remained ignorant of the crisis at hand. 

“C-Celeste!”

“Makoto, I told mmhmm you I got this!”

“Yeah…but,” Hajime tried to approach her only to be shot down too. 

“Are you hard mmhmm of hearing you plain mmhmm looking boy?”

“Hey drill-head!” Hiyoko squawked, finally getting Celestia’s attention. “Your face is all purple! Hehe, she looks like an angry dinosaur!" 

She was going to bark back at the rotten midget when a grim realization hit her: she hadn't stopped chewing the gum. Rubbing her hands over her cheeks, Celestia could feel her face going warm, all of its natural color now pure blue. Smacking her gum angrily, her skin flared with blue rashes all over, spreading all across her body as she watched the transformation occur. 

Celestia's blue blood boiled as she screamed. "WHAT THE mmhmm HELL DID mmhmm YOU DO TO ME?!" It was hard to take her seriously with the way she chomped endlessly, resembling a crude child or a grazing cow. 

"Me? You're asking moi what I did to you?" Junko asked sarcastically, poking Celestia's nose in mockery. "I didn't do anything to you. You're the one who wanted to challenge me. I must say you did provide a good showdown. Maybe if you let your boyfriend there pick, you wouldn't be in this mess." Celestia's face went purple at the comment as she tried to pry the gum from her jaw, recoiling as she gnawed on her own fingers. Despite every effort to do so, nothing could stop her body. It was as if she had a psychological need to keep chewing. "And since you lost, as promised, we get to watch your special punishment!"

Hiyoko moaned, almost sounding disappointed. "All she did was turn blue. That's kind of boring, don't you think?" 

"mmhmm STAY OUT OF mmhmm THIS BITCH!" Celestia barked, her entire body having transformed from a porcelain pale white to a thick shade of dark blue. Even her eyes had changed hue from red to purple. A flick from Junko to the cheek silenced the rage-filled loser as she addressed Hiyoko. 

"My dear, sweet guest. Do you think I'd just make Celestia here blue? Oh ye of little faith." Celestia began to panic as something made her feel sick to her stomach. "You may wanna keep your eyes on the prize there." Hiyoko was more than eager to do just that, plopping down on an armchair to watch, Junko grabbing an empty seat to join her. The other three watched Celestia's transformation, all curious as to how a single stick of gum would be her undoing. 

Despite chewing for a solid minute, Celestia continued to have her senses assaulted by cloying, gooey blueberry syrup pulsing down her gullet. Her stomach ached more with each passing second while an ominous sound filled the room, gurgles and groans emanating from Celestia's gut. Pushing a hand to ease the storm, to her shock and horror, her stomach began to push back as a gasp from Makoto caught her attention. 

"C-C-Celeste....you're swelling!" True to his word, her once toned midriff hidden behind a gothic corset was slowly filling with a wave of blue fat. Threads burst one after another as a blue belly button popped out from her dress, sloshing gently out in the open. Bobbing her head back and forth, Celestia discovered that her stomach wasn't the only thing collecting this nectar. Slender legs and gentle arms were becoming engorged with blue fat as she growled and groaned, biting her lip several times while chewing her gum. Water-wing arms flooded her shirt, trying in vain to push back the bulging blue flesh as if that'd stop her growth. She wondered how long her socks would hold up against the billowing storm of juice in her legs as thighs began to touch together, rubbing slick with juicy flesh.

"Hehe, she looks like a clown toy!" Hiyoko sneered as a a growth spurt caused Celestia's hips to swell outward with a heavy GLUNK, blue spheres of ass hanging low out the back of her skirt, exposing her matching black panties. "I bet if you push her over she'd bob right back up!"

"You mmghmm little pisshmmdffmmant!" Celestia moaned between chews as another surge filled her cheeks, flooding her face with enough juice to make talking a chore. Even then, she could glare at Hiyoko and Junko with her fiery purple gaze. A round ring of blubber bloated around her neck, snapping the threads of her headdress off with a TWING, making it flutter to the ground. Buttons soon joined the mess of clothes on the floor as POP after POP erupted from her shirt, more gooey flesh oozing out in the open while her skirt strained to stay on her widening torso, her appearance quite pear-shaped with a belly surging forward every few seconds, precariously wobbling over the carpet. 

Most everyone watched in silence as Celestia continued to bloat and fill, forced to stand with her legs apart like a baby with a diaper rash; though it seemed fitting considering how her panties clung to her swollen cheeks. The only sound to fill the air were Celestia's furious chews and sound of juice coursing through her skin. Makoto had enough, confronting Junko, consequences be damned. "This has gone on far enough!" He said while pointing at Celestia, watching her struggle to breath as her tie was practically a noose around her inner-tube ring neck before bursting off in relief.

"I don't think so." answered Junko, snapping a picture with her phone. "She's maybe...halfway done." Makoto felt his jaw drop as he looked back at his friend. Her stomach was brushing against the ground at this point, her crotch pressing into the carpeted floor. The heels of her shoes were beginning to crack from the pressure of Celestia's immense weight although they were slowly losing contact with the ground. Her arms were turgid at her side, sticking out as she tried desperately to bend them. "Besides don't you think your friend makes a cute blueberry?"

"BLUEBERRY?" Everyone asked in disbelief as if it was almost impossible that Celestia was becoming a blueberry. 

"How can she be a blueberry? That's not physically possible!" Hajime asked. 

"You haven't been to Hope's Peak that long, have you? You should meet the Ultimate Pharmacist at some point." Junko snickered. 

"Can I eat her? She looks so juicy and sweet." 

"No, I'm certain she's not ripe yet. Though I bet she tastes horrible."

"You have to stop this!" Makoto demanded, slamming his fist on the table. "She'll explode if this keeps up!" 

Junko chuckled once again as she wiped a tear from her eye. "I'm not doing anything, remember? If she doesn't want to be rolled, all she has to do is stop chewing. Of course you could help her." Makoto didn't need to be told twice as he approached his ball-like friend, his eyes widening with how swollen she had become in a short amount of time. She was easily seven feet tall and showed no immediate signs of slowing down. "Granted I'd be careful if I were you."

"W-Why?" Makoto asked, worried about what the answer entailed. 

"That blueberry juice is volatile. If it gets in your body then you could blimp up too!" Junko exclaimed, standing up as she made her way to Celestia. "There was this little crybaby that chewed blueberry gum the last time I did one of these tours. You should have seen the way she fell over and gave us a panty shot." Junko snickered, spanking Celestia's own heavy cheeks for emphasis, making the gambler grunt. "I said thing I told you to one of her friends. This horror junkie, you should have seen the way she climbed that blueberry. With all the make up she had on, it was like watching a clown at the circus and their balance ball." Junko paused, pinching Celestia's cheeks while standing on her tip-toes. "Are you our circus ball here Celestia?"

"Mmmffhfuck'ou."

"W-What happened next?"

"Well her friend got bit and next thing you know FWOOMP!" Junko held out her arms, puffing her own cheeks up before laughing. "With all her piercings, I thought the second was gonna pop right there. Though they did make a good Newton's cradle." 

Makoto felt more unnerved as Celestia's swelling was causing her to round out, arms slowly absorbed into the uniform sphere of her body. Engorged legs lost their shape as they sunk into small divots where the tips of Celestia's shoes stuck out. The summit of her body inched towards the ceiling, body teetering about as she moaned and chewed. Gulping, he approached her, trying to get to her mouth before she screamed. 

"SHTAHP!" Celestia moaned, struggling to look at Makoto from over her round torso, head slowly sinking into its own little divot. "I'mmmhmm da uhhtamat mhmmm gamblah afhta alla. 'Ou mmhmm 'ave tah take dese mmhmm wisks to win. Beshudes," She stopped as she felt her swelling start to die down. "I dun mmhmm dink luck 'ould mmhmmm be on mmmm 'our shide."

"Spoken like a true airhead." Hiyoko snickered, peeking around Celestia's girth as she poked her belly button, rippling the blueberry navel with her pinky. There wasn't much Celestia could do save for hissing through her fat, purple lips and clenching her fists, the gyrations making her feel disoriented. With each bounce and prod, she kicked her toes in an effort to escape. "So what you gonna do with her? Put her in a massive sundae? Or maybe use her like a bounce ball? Oh I know, tickle her toes till she pisses blueberry juice and make that sissy drink it up!"

Junko, speechless, scribbled these ideas with a fierce speed. "D-Damn, you're relentless when it comes to despair." She moaned, fidgeting some before basking in the shadow of her blueberry. "However I did have something set up for this punishment game." Junko cooed while pinching Celestia's cheeks in a condescending manner. "I will need some help though." Pulling out her controller, Junko pressed her red button, summoning a dozen Monokuma from seemingly out of nowhere. Celestia furiously flapped and moaned, trying to keep the evil bears away from her helpless body. "Don't be scared dear Celestia. We have something special planned for you. It's like you said, you have to 'take dese wisks." Celestia's face went hot from being mocked as the little bears began to roll the mammoth sized blueberry towards the exit. Like with Chihiro before, they all pipped up into their own little song as they shoved her along. 

It's kind of funny for us to say
Celestia may be stuck this way
She made her choice and bet it all
Now look at her! A helpless ball

Instead of being a good little kid
Her one-track mind put it on a bid
If you think about it as we go
The haughty princess has swollen like her ego

Though don't worry our dear little queen
As your blueberry body glistens with a sheen
There's a chance to double down
Hopefully you don't burst out of your gown

As they bizarre bears sung and teased Celestia, rolling on top of her like the aforementioned circus ball, she wasn't willing to take it sitting down. Screams of bloody murder pierced the air the entire time. Each curse and word that rolled off her sticky tongue was weighed down by her bloated cheeks. Most of which where unintelligible as her face rolled over the tile floor. Thrashing in her blueberry prison, Celestia could see Junko leading Makoto and the others along, promising them a fun fate for her.  

We don't get why you curse our names
Saying that we're the ones to blame
You could have stopped chewing at any time
Maybe you wanted to blimp up and listen to our rhymes

It's no secret that you want to be spoiled and pampered like a cat
Like some fancy royalty of the house of brats
Now that you're our plaything, our little toy
Perhapsh you'll get lucky and get endless joy

"W'AT RE mmhmmm DEY TERKIN mmhmm ABURT?!" Celestia shouted over her bloated cheeks, noticing out the corner of her eye that she was being rolled to a dead end hallway. Sloshing heavily as thousands of gallons of juice made her sick, part of her simply wanted this whole thing to end. However, there was no way she was going to relent to Junko and her madness. Making another full rotation, the end of the hallway opened up, revealing a silver elevator door as they slid open. "DERE'S NO mmhmm WUAY 'OU'RE mmhmm SHTUFN ME N mmhmm DERE."

She didn't have a say in this though as her thick, ten foot body was jammed into the tight doorway. What's worse was how the Monokuma decided it'd be best to push her upside down as her bloated blueberry girth was squeezed into all sides of the elevator. Celestia's screamed were muffled under a wave of blubber, not thinking about how much air she had in that cramped space. Her body was bounced and shoved in as if the Monokumas were jamming a sleeping bag back into its sleeve. The doors of the elevator tried repeatedly to close around her azure girth, pinching her as her pathetic cries brought happiness to their fuzzy, vindictive hearts. After ten minutes of prodding, poking, pinching, and humiliation, they finally sealed Celestia in her little chute. 

Akane, Hajime, and Makoto were all stunned as Hiyoko giggled. "Don't fear, my little prize guests, Celestia's not going far!" Junko announced, leading them back the way they came. 

Celestia was left by herself, her fury going strong as all she had to keep her company was the sound of her smacking lips and the various sloshes her skin made. There may have been some fear, some dread hidden behind her gambling spirit, but it was all masked by a blinded rage. It was impossible to tell how long she was stuck in that room or what would happen to her. However the answer was coming as she felt her body heave along, moving upwards to an unknown location. I swear to god I'll kill that bitch! And that banana midget too! Celestia felt her body stop with the lift, wobbling in the cramped space, waves of juice crashing against each other under her skin. 

Suddenly the bottom of the elevator gave out, dropping Celestia down the shaft as her juicy screams filled the air once again. However, instead of falling to the bottom, her body caught some sort of slide as she picked up momentum, spinning with enough RPM to outrun a car. Curving this way and that, Celestia soon popped out into a massive bowl, rolling around the edges of it as the world became one big blur. Trying hard to focus, red and black colors looped in her field of vision, a giant dial in the bottom dish. Making a full rotation around the bowl, Celestia recognized what she was in. Something she used in her line of work many times before: a massive roulette wheel. Various Monokumas sat on the rim of the wheel, taking pleasure with how she writhed and rolled, continuing their song from earlier.

Here's round 2 of our little game
By the end of it, Celeste won't be the same
Round and round, the blueberry goes
Where she'll stop? Only fate will know

Look at all the fun things to choose
All the humiliating ways to lose
Fill you with helium and watch you float
Don't worry sweetie, you can still gloat

Or maybe you'll enjoy being milked like a cow
With the way you chew, it seems fitting now
Then there's a room we'd really want to try
Make you chew more berry gum until you cry

Celestia had spun around the roulette wheel at least a dozen times, the room coming into focus. Occasionally, she saw Makoto on an upper-landing, looking down at the insanity. She swore he could hear him shouting something about 'winning her freedom' but it was lost with the crude nursery rhyme and the chorus of her own body. There wasn't much she could do in this state anyway. All she had was her luck as a gambler. Her acceleration began to slow down, tipping closer to the various slots that held her final fate. A shrill cry rippled from her cheeks when her flank slammed into a divider, making her bounce between a few slots before sitting in the pool that held her fate. 

The blueberry roulette ball tried to shake off her dizziness now that she wasn't spinning a mile a minute around the wheel. Grunting, Celestia strained to see over the rim of her body as she saw how fate had a cruel sense of humor for her. "Phuie mmhmm Woom?" She asked aloud, almost with a whimper.

"The Pie Room?" Makoto asked, resisting the urge to hop into the roulette dish. "What are they going to do to her there?" 

"Simple. They're gonna feed her. Like the cow she is." Junko said. "She should be thanking me after all. The puffy princess always wanted to be treated like royalty. From now on, her days will be spent eating and eating. Apple pie. Peach pie. Caramel pie...and of course, Blueberry! Doesn't it make you hungry?" Makoto's stomach turned as he watched Monokumas descend upon Celestia, ignoring her frantic screams as they tipped her out of the wheel and rolled her away. "Maybe if she's a good cow, I'll let her try her luck again in a year."

"Y-Year?!"

"Hahahaha that's too rich!" Hiyoko was doubled over laughing. "That bitch got what she deserved!"

"Pie room? Can we go there too?" Akane was drooling again as Hajime tried to control his friends. 

"Alright, that's enough fun for one day. Let's head out and..." Junko stopped mid-sentence, counting the group again. "One...Two...Three...Four..."

"What, are you deciding who gets punished next?" Makoto asked in defiance. Thankfully, Junko hadn't heard him as she counted on her fingers again. 

"One...Two...Three...Four...Hmm...The trap got turned into a flabby playboy bunny and the gambler became a blueberry...Who are we missing?" 

Hajime felt his heart sink as he only now realized too who they were missing. He only had turned his back for a second. How could he let her slip by, unnoticed for so long. "Chiaki..."

-------------------------------

It's only natural for a Wonka story to have a blueberry chapter. However, I wanted to mix it up some in the end and Celestia was up next to have a great big fall. Of course you have to enable her gambling addiction. 

So this took much longer than I would have liked to get out. August is a busier month and now I can get back into a writing rhythm again. I'm gonna try and get to the next chapter before the end of the month. 

I hope you all enjoy!
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